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Footfalls 

Burnley - Smackwater Jack's 

Haunting Manifestation Twentieth century 

The disembodied footsteps reported in this bar have been blamed on a former ironworker who 
once worked on the site, before it became a pub. 

It was a cold, dark night in Burnley when Sarah decided to meet her friends at Smackwater 
Jack's. She had heard about the place before - it was known for its lively atmosphere and strong 
drinks. Sarah had never been much of a drinker, but she figured a night out with her friends 
wouldn't hurt. 

As she stepped inside the bar, Sarah was hit with a wave of noise and laughter. The place was 
packed, with people of all ages chatting and drinking. She spotted her friends at a table in the 
commer and made her way over to them. 

They chatted and drank for hours, catching up on each other's lives and having a good time. But 
as the night wore on, Sarah started to feel uneasy. There was something off about the 
atmosphere in the bar. It was as if there was a weight hanging over them, a sense of foreboding 
that she couldn't shake. 

Then she heard it - a faint sound of footsteps coming from the empty space behind the bar. At 
first, she dismissed it as her imagination, but the sound persisted. It was as if someone was 
walking back and forth, pacing behind the bar. 

Sarah's friends didn't seem to notice, but she couldn't shake the feeling that something was 
wrong. She excused herself to go to the bathroom, hoping to clear her head. 

As she walked down the dark hallway, she heard the footsteps again. This time, they were 
louder, more distinct. Sarah hesitated, wondering if she should turn back. But curiosity got the 
better of her, and she continued down the hallway. 

At the end of the hall was a door, slightly ajar. The sound of the footsteps was coming from 
inside. Sarah pushed the door open slowly, peering inside. 

The room was dark and musty, with old beer kegs stacked in the corner. And there, in the 
middle of the room, was a figure. It was the ghostly apparition of an old ironworker, dressed in a 
dirty jumpsuit and heavy boots. He was pacing back and forth, his footfalls echoing through the 
empty room. 

Sarah felt a chill run down her spine. She had never believed in ghosts before, but here was one 
right in front of her. She tried to back away, but the ironworker turned his head and looked right 
at her. 

For a moment, Sarah was frozen in fear. But then she heard her friends calling for her from the 
bar. She turned and ran, not looking back until she was safely outside. 

As she caught her breath, Sarah realized that she had just experienced something incredible - a 
real-life ghost sighting. She knew that she would never forget the sound of those footsteps, or 
the image of the old ironworker pacing in that dark, musty room. 

From that night on, Sarah was a believer in the paranormal. She would return to Smackwater 
Jack's many times in the years to come, hoping to catch another glimpse of the ghostly figure 
who haunted the bar. And though she never did see him again, she would always remember the 
footfalls that had led her to that unforgettable encounter. 


By Donald Jay 


